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to women ? I must try my gown on at fom o'clock
to-morrow. Theie's one dreadful thing, Madame
Royaumont never can put in the sleeves pioperly.
How hot I am ! Socrates is a good doctor. But
he does sometimes amuse himself by making you
feel a stupid fool."

Suddenly she thought of Chevaliei, and she
seemed to feel an influence emanating from him
which was gliding along the walls of her bedroom.
It seemed to her that the glimmer of the night-
light was dimmed by it* It was less than a shadows
and it filled her with alarm. The idea suddenly
flashed through hei mma that this subtle thing had
its origin m the portraits of the dead man. She
had not kept any of them in her bedroom But
there were still some in the flat, some that she had
not torn up. She carefully reckoned them up? and
discovered that there must still be three left: the
first, when he was quite young, showed him against
a cloudy background ; another, laughing and at his
eases sitting astride of a chair; a tbird as Don Caesar
de Bazan. In her hurry to destroy every vestige
of them she sprang out of bed, lit a candle, and
in her nightgown shuffled along in her slippers into
the drawing-room, until she came to the rosewood
table, surmounted by a phoenix palm. She pulled
up the tablecloth and searched through the drawer.
It contained card-counters, sockets for candles, a